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[ONE PENNY, 


SPIRITED DRIVING AT EASTBOURNE. 


_ “One would think that my poor parents were still in the heyday of youth. Instead of conducting themselves in a dignified manner, as persons of their 
spares should do, they must needs act like idiots, brinying ridicule upon themselves and family. Their absurd behaviour at Eastbourne has been the means of 
ies being kicked out of the town. Papa is, of course, to blame. He would, it seems, keep on daring Mamma to race against him, and what woman can stand 
veing dared? The Mayor of Eastbourne says that if he is compelled to choose between the Salvation Army and Poor Pa, give him the jormer.”?—Toorsit. 


A WARNING TO SEASIDE MASHERS. 


Crooks! * 

oe hank. down at the seaside for the day, com- Amusement avd Rover much pleasure. The water Crookshank his sole means of support. Upon the 

ny aoe by attempting to mash the first rolls in swiftly. until, finally, it licks our hero's heels, mournful events that followed we would fain draw a 
looking girls he comes across, First he jase at about the same time that Rover,on mischief curtain. Suffice it to say that our hero retires a 


kes g ; 
Kes an attitade which causes the girls much— ntent, makes a bound and drags away from— much sadder and a wiser man, 


AN HONOURABLE MAN. 


—_—— 


“WHENEVER Death attacks a throne, Nature, through 
all her parte, must groan. The mighty Monarch to bemoan, 
He must be wise and just and good ; Though nor the state 
he understood, Nor ever spared a subject’s Blood. And 
shall no friendly poet find A monumental verse for Hind? 
In fortune less, as great in mind, Hind made our wealth one 
common store—He robbed the rich to feed the poor, What 
did immortal Casar more?” 

The Hind above alluded to by “a poet,” styled himself 
Captain, “excited considerable interest in his time,” not to 
say terror. His father wasa saddler of Chipping Norton, 
“an honest companion and a constant churchman.” At 
fifteen, James (afterwards Captain Hind) was apprenticed 
toa butcher, but at the expiration of two years, ran away to 
london. Here he fell into the company of a girl who had 
picked a gentleman's pocket of five guineas, and Hind was 
sent with herto the Poultry Compter, From the lock-up 
he was dismissed for want of evidence in the morning ; but 
while in the compter he made the acquaintance of Thomas 
Allen, then a notorious highwayman, who was also released, 
Sak to drink together, they agreed to go partners on the 
road, 

On Shooter's Hill, Hind alone stopped a gentleman and 
his servant, and took from them fifteen pounds, “but 
returned the gentleman twenty shillings to bear his ex penses 
on the road with such a pleasant air that the gentleman 


234 


protested he would never hurt a hair of his head, if it should at 
any time be in his power.” Shortly after this, Hind and Allen had 
the temerity to stop Oliver Cromwell himself, But the Protector 
had seven men in his train, and Allen was taken prisouer and 
shortly afterwards hanged, Hind, meanwhile, escaping with great 
diftjentty. 

Fie Captain had better luck with the regicide Hugh Peters, 
whom he rot fthirty broad pieces of gold, his coat and cloak, 
Another r aw, he also robbed of a purse of 
cold. and brutally shot his six horses, Some time after this Hind 
Inet weoach fall of ladies, and “went up to them in a genteel 
hnanuer, and said that it was purely to win the favour of a hard- 
hearted mistress that he travelled the country, but was at that time 
reduced to the necessity of asking relief, having nothing to carry 
on his intended adventures,” The ladies, who were all of aromantic 
turn, condoled with him, but said that all they had with them was 
nsum of money that one of them intended to bestow on a certain 
veontionan whe had won her goodwill by his many past services. 
Hind on this disclosed his name and caused them no littl conster- 
bation, “there being then nobody living in England who had not 
heard of him.’ ‘The money amounted to three thousand pounds, 
but Hind is said to have only demanded one thousand, which the 
ladies thankfully gave up, and the Captain pulitely wished them 
wood day and a pleasant journey, 

That part of the country becoming too hot for him, he madea 
long journey, and hired a cottage on the side of a lonely heath at 
some considerable distance from London, Here he lay so long in 
hiding he was obliged to part with his horse to buy food, At last 
he learnt that a noted doctor was one day to receive in the neigh- 
bourhood from a patient a sum of forty pounds, with which he 
would have to pass Hind’s abode, The doctor he stopped, and in- 
Vited in with a sorrowful tale about a sick wife, and the door once 
closed, he clapped a pistol to the victim's head, and made him 
bring forth the gold, He then locked him in the cottage, stole his 
horse, and rode off, 

Many deeds of generosity, more or Jess true, are recorded of our 
Captain, who nevertheless came in due course to be hanged and 
quartered, His head was set upon the bridge gate over the Severn, 
from whence it was privately taken down and buried within a week. 
His quarters were put on other gates, where they remained till they 
were destroyed by wind and weather, 

° * * » * 
LATEST FROM THE DEN OF INFAMY. 

Evilleeny er muny bocks iss emti—we forgott wee wos on the 
jobb larst weak. crums! the pirait sai he now wants hour blud, 
an’ is sharpenin’ a sord, we ar shaikin with feer, meenwile the 
pirat is lett wisker av cum louse, yung taters ‘e sai awl piraites 
does likwise—i sai bosh, 

* . * ° ° * 
O loor iff this doant bangg awl i ever ear on. © loor! 
(Newt week,“ A Barbarous Larveution.” ) 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
ess: 
ber asi fatal os wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrclopelarge enough te contain the 
contributions submitted, 


Do not inclose loose stamps, 


We're glad you were able to manage to gain A peepat the Relics, 
F. Brignt. Zf you write ty The Sportsman, A LOVER OF MILLS, 
They Ul tell you the date of the fight. It'shardly important enough, 
HARVEY TIMBs, 70 warrant us putting it in, You can call on the 
Eminent, OFF TO THE SEA, And give hima shake of the fin, The 
sketch SiMMY sends us we cannot insert; It hardly comes up to 
our mark, We shouldn't pay any attention, G. H.; It's probably 
done for a lark, They're certainly better, AN ARTIST FROM 
Leiti; We're sorry we haren't the space, Consult a soliciter, 
HAROLD M‘NEIL, And tell him the facts of the case. You cannot 
expect it, A PARSER; the fare Is quite a prohibitive price; 
Though certainly ALLY would fancy the voyage, And jumpat the 
chance ina trice, es 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~— 


Jones. T heard that Cribber only took three days to write that 
Jast plav of his. 

Smith. Vy Jove! that was quick work. 
pen he uses, 

Brown, A steal pen, T should think, from what T can remember 
of the French original from which he obtained his plot. 

s * 
s 


I*wonder what sort of 


“So glad you like it,” snid the young hostess to the caller, who 
was admiring « particularly magnificent piano, “it’s really and 
truly a splendid instrument; my husband bought it on the 
Continent.” Then the caller's six-year-old little daughter chipped 
in with, “Oh, my pa bought ours on the hire system,” and the 
orchestra struck up in real downright earnest, 

cP 
OH, what 2 lot of men we know 
Who’'re like balloons, alas ! 
And rise above our heads because 
They're very full of gas. 
* € 


e 

“Yes,” he said, somewhat proudly, “Inkboy thinks his articles 
out thoroughly before he puts pen to paper; but I just sit down 
and dash ‘em off without hardly thinking what I'm going to say.” 
“Do you know, | thought you worked that way,” she answered, 
dreamily ; “they read like it.” And then the subject dropped with 
a dull thud, e8 

* 

Fond Mother, Now, John, pray give me a little attention for a 
few moments: have vou decided what to call the baby ? 

Tired bather, Call the kid? no, dear, haven't given itathought ; 
how would “ Dandy" do? 

Fond Mother, “Dandy 1" why, what do youmean?) What would 
youenall him that for? 

Tired Father, Vecause he’s an awful howler (sores). 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 430.—The “ Eastbourne Bathing” Costume, 


ee 
= 
“Why, you must take me for a per- 


fect ass!" “Not a perfect ass, you 
have only two legs, you know.” 


SLorEn’s patent sunshade for use at 
the seaside, 


He, Do you care for me, darling ? 

She, Well, I can't say that Iam indifferent to you. 

He, Don't say that, I can't stand it. Say that you are going crazy for me, or 
tae you will drown yourself if your love is not reciprocated, or something of 
that sort, 

| 
| 


She. Marry you! No fear; I can | Little Ro-Peep has lost her shoes, and 
only just keep myself. H don’t know where to find them, 
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———S———— “<j 


Philanthropist. You seem to be suffering, my poor fellow, Come 
round to my surgery this evening, aud I'll see what I can do for 
you, 
: Down in Dumps. Y'm much obliged to you, sir, but I'm suffering 
from a complaint that none of your prescriptions can relieve. 

Philanthropist, What is that? 

Down in Dumps, Poverty, sir. 

Philanthropist, Oh, yes! All you want is change. 

[He procecded to give him some, and we hear that the man 
was much relieved. 


“YeEs,”" she said, the love-light shining in her eyes, as she 
handed her mash’s photograph to her bosom friend for inspection, 
“Yes, that is dear Algy’s portrait. Don’t you think he's awfull; 
good looking?” “Good looking ?—well—er—ye-es—perhaps he— 
perhaps he is,” replied the dear little thing, struggling agains, 
tellinga gigantic falsehood and the certainty of giving offence, 
“ perhaps he is, dear, er—" (witha happy thought )—* if it wasn't for 
his face!” And once again the promise of another lifelong frieud- 
ship has beeu nipped in the bud, . 


. 
WE stood together side by side 
On Ramsgate sands and watched the tide, 
We're wed. I'm now the tied, and she 
Takes precious care she watches me. 


s 

The Cook, And what did you leave your last place for, hif I may 
make so bold as to ask ? 

The New Housemaid. Oh, no apology needed, by no means, To 
tell you the honest truth, the missis’ things was always that old 
fashioned, I was positively ashamed to be seen out in ‘em, 

. ad 


s 
DEAR S1R,—I have much pleasure in recommending your glass 
eyes to my friends. That which you supplied me with is really 
most natural in appearance. I can work my eyelid so easily that 
my wife has boxed my ears three times since last Tuesday for 
winking at the new pariour-maid, who never for a moment imagined 
I was blind in the dexter optic. 
Yours, ete. 4 HENRY FITZONTHEJOB, 
s 
Overheard in an Irish Grocer's Shop Window. 
New Laid Egg. 1 wonder what my fate will be? 
Elderly E94. If you are lucky you may become an omelette, or 
even a pretty little chicken. 
Neuy Laid Egg. Aud what do you think they will do with you! 
Elderly Egg (with a sigh). Oh! Lam going electioneering. 
s* 


s 
THERE ia an ingenious young man at Margate who has actually 
constructed a meerschaum pipe out of the foam thrown up on the 
beach that has been impregnated with the powder washed off the 
cheeks of the light hearted chorus girls that have been bathing in 
the harbour, ** 


ScENE—F lower Show, 

Uneducated Mother. Ah, now I really does admire them there 
yellow calisthenics over agin the side there. 

Daughter, Mother, how stupid you are. Oh, those flowers, you 
mean calceolarias, ; 

Uneducated Mother, Oh, that’s what you call ‘em, is it, my dear? 
well, well, it’s almost the same, ain't it? and I never did take no 
heed 1n florry culture. *\° 


“WHAT an awful noise in the next street—thcy're cheering the 
new member, I suppose?” “New member be hanged, they're only 
making a tarnation fuss over old SLOPER, ‘cos he’s come home 
sober for the first time this three weeks,” 


s 
I CHARTERED the lugger, I went for a sail, 
The maid stayed on shore, then there sprang up 2 gale; 
Anathematising the swell on the sea, 
1 landed as like a wet rag as could be, 
And, lo! on the shore there was also a swell, 
My maiden beside him. 7 That sail was a sell. 


Customer (anvestigating the contents of a basket of strawherrics). 
It's very strange, but all the best strawberries are on the top. 
Shopkeeper, Not at all strange, sir; one of the laws of Nature. 


All through life, sir, you will find that the best comes to the top. 
ss 


= 
“You always remind me of a London thoroughfare,” said Jack 
Blunt to Snobkins, And the Iatter said. “ Oh—ah !—ya-as, 
quite understand, deah boy. You mean, I bring deah old Piccah- 
dinly to your maind!" But Jack replied, “No; when | look at 
you I can always see a deal of Cheap-side.” 
s- 


= 
Young Bunkum. 1 say, Sharpshins, what would you do if you 
could play billiards as well as I can? 
a ean Do, my boy? do? Why, take a few lessons, most 
decidedly. 8 


“T UNDERSTAND, Mrs. Robinson——" commenced Johnson, but 
Robinson broke in with, “ Really, my dear sir, I'm glad to hear 
you say so, for, myself not excepted, you are the one and only man 
who does.” ~— 

s 


Young Softy (bitterly). Some women seem to delight in making 
fools of men. ‘ 
Flossie (stweetly). Yes, Mr. Softy, and you cannot imagine how 
disappointing it is to find that Nature has been beforehand with 
us, c* 
s 


“A GOOD many down at the seaside where you came from?" 
“Well, I don’t know—not more than usual. 1 don't look particu 
larly spotted, do 12” “Oh, J meant people.” “Oh, | thought 
you meant——” ne 

* 


Lardi Longsox. How old are you, dear? 
Tottie Goodenongh, I've seen twenty-one summers. 
Tootsie Sloper, Y never knew that you had been blind before. 
Ilow many years did it last, dear? 
[Alarums, excursions and scratches 
= 


s 
WE know a nice girl who detests the man she's engaged to +0 
much that she actually covers her lips with cocaine so that elie 
sha'n’t have the slightest sensation of his kisses. 
*s & 


THE cynics who bid us beware 

The seashore siren’s subtle snare, 

Watch, with most commendable patience, 
The siren’s bathing machinations. 


* A 

AT the commencement of the nverago love affair, the bright en- 
thusiastic young man starts by keeping his darling’s letters next 
his heart. At the end of three months he has cooled sufficiently 
to carry them in his breast pocket. and place them beneath his 
pillow at night. Six months sees them now greatly increased in 
number, relegated to a disused drawer, and at the end of the year 
he is glad to let the nearest butterman have them for a halfpenv) 
a pound and a reduction upon taking a quantity. 


* , 
Cockney (pointing to telegraph pole), What kinder frute dye 
grow on that ‘ere tree, guv’nor? 
Countryman, Currants, 

‘ockney. Garn! ; 
Countryman, Thaat's roight; and I'll bet yer a pot 0° yale ont 
Cockney. Done wi’ you ; and now, where are they? te 
Countryman, Whoy, the currents [| means is whaat the schu ie 

monster carls th’ electric currents, and they be aarl in thaat °" 
wire, [Adjoursment to the “Green Drage 


Saturday, July 23, 1392.) 
TOOTSIE AT SOUTHSEA. 


ONCE upon a time, Southsea was nothing Loc a suburb of Ports- 
ey and, what is more, a very sual suburb, too, : i 
ust When Captain 
Marryat’s heroes came 
down to Portsmouth 
to join their ships, 
none of them put up at 
a Southsea hotel, 
because if Southsea iu 
those times boasted a 
beer-house, it was about 
allitdid do, Nowadays, 
we have the “Gros- 
venor,” “* Royal Beach,” 
“Castle,” Queen's,” 
“Esplanade” and 
others, not to mention 
a legion of boarding 
establishments, where 
the tabbies male and 
female do congregate. 
Lord Bob has taken us 
to one of these Noah's 
arks, but I don't think 
we are much of an ad- 
vertisement, so I won't 
give the unfortunate 
proprietress’ name, 

It is a cruel sight to 
see that proprietress 
fixing her eve on Billy 
when that full blown 
flower is in the act of 
surrounding his tifth 
egg and fourth rasher, 
but words fail to de- 
seribe her expression when, eggs and bacon finished, he swoops 
down onan adjacent pie previous to clearing a couple of jam dishes, 

There are just now a lot of yachts at Southsea, on one of which 
we went for a sail, accompanied by the Dook Snook and an uncom- 
monly stout female person, who proved to be an influential member 
of the Snooks family—the Marchioness MacSnivie, from whom he 
had expectations up to fifteen shillings. In consequence, desiring 
todo the polite, poor Snooky volunteered to bear the fair burden 
from the yacht to the dry land. The F. B. (tons of it if an ounce) 
dropped gracefully into his arms, and Snooky, after a short, spas- 
modie struggle, retired below—that is, Snooky fell flat on his back 
in the sand and mud, and the old girl, dragged down by him, got 
very damp indeed, It was, though, I could not help thinking, 
rither ernel of her to kick the Dook as she did. Before the next 
election, the weak points of the aristocracy require a word or two 
in the halfpenny press. So far, the halfpenuy prezs don't seem to 

have 
given) the 
halfpenny 
aristo- 
eracy anys 
thing like 
its proper 

half. 
farthings- 
worth. 

The pe- 
enliarity 
of the 
Southsen 
ier is 
that it 
thoes not 
run out 
into the 
sea, but 
lies along 
the shore. 
It is, how- 
ever, one 
ef the 
jolliest 
piers I 
know of, 
nud the 
loungers 
on it are 
the jolliest 
fellows, 
deirs, you really ever met with; take my word for it, it’s quite true. 

There isa very fine beach here, too; something like two miles 
long and fairly broad, Sitting here, Lord Bob was kind enough to 
teach us girls the game of Nap. The game of Nap, when girls 
lose each journey, is not as funny as it might be. 
Bob was a sneak: he looks it. 

As Southsea is rather a young and youthful watering place, 

parties in search of the old and ancient generally sample Ports- 
mouth, T have heard my unrespected Pa observe, regarding Ports- 
Mouth, that it was ayes where tipsinesa was far from uncommon, 
and that fe ea place for an “On-er'’ to tunble down cellar steps in, 
it had not its equal in the world. 
. lesides the cellar steps, however, there are many things of great 
Interest to be found at Portsmouth and its surroundings. ‘The 
Queen's yacht, when there, is well worth a visit, and the dock- 
yards are a grand sight. 

Of Vorchester Castle many curious and painful stories might be 
told, for it was here that, during the wars with Napoleon the Great, 
the French pri- 
soners were con- 
tined, 

As I think 1 
mentioned some 
weeks ago, thix 
tour does not 
edict’ to be a 
lappy one, Any- 
thing meaner 
and more paltry 
than Bob's be- 
haviour it would 
be difficult to 
conceive, 

His allusions 
to the plumpness 
of poor Billy 
were absolutely 
offensive, Poor 
Hilly has ex- 
plained to us all 
that though 
plump out- 
wardly, he is in- 
teriorly an 
aching void. 
The other morn- 
ing we came on 
him in a se- 
questered — spot 
rape exercixe« aN F taking skipping 
fie se; two small but willing girl babes whirling the rope 

Ane He said he was trying to get slimmer, 
hen he had done he seemed to be very warm, but we did not 
serve Where the slimness came in, 


The Dook comes to grief, 


The game of Nap. 


always said 


Working off superfluous flesh. 
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ONLY A LAST RESOURCE, 
THE comic writer has some pride, 
Though folks appear to doubt it, 
And editors at least opine 
That he is quite without it. 


But this I know: his brains he'll rack, 
With anguished thoughts he'll wring ‘em, 
Ere he descends to write a joke 
About a borrowed gingham, 


>. 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and footnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 


CHAPTER XVI. 
MY LODGINGS, 


As a single man IT occupied lodgings. I had a bedroom and 
sitting room ou wv third tloor in the Blacktriars Road, My landlady 
respected me, 

(Well, of all the double distilled busters I ever heard, that's about 
the blooming hottest. 1 saw the old lady some years ago, and she 
showed me an old fender that was once ornamented with a row of 
small iron knobs, Half the knobs were gone. “It was ‘Un- 
sweetened ‘and SLOPER mixed that did that,” said the dear old 
woman; “every one of them knobs was knocked off by his boko 
on his coming home after a night of it. He was a nice tenant, to 
be sure—if ouly you could have managed to put him in a strait 
waistcoat.”— MAC.) 

1 was always a simple eater. My breakfast was of a frugal kind. 

(1 will say that for the old man; he doesn’t worrit much about 
breakfast. Give him a red herring, a tia'’p'orth of mustard, and a 
bottle of soda water, and he'll be as happy as a humming bird, 
‘Tea’s not quite his fakement, you Sealikac a Rs. 8.) 

Sometimes in the morning | would make my meal simply from 
toast and water cresses, The rumours that I have been seen holding 
the night-before-purchased cooked potato on the end of a fork over 
the flickering tlame of the bedroom candle are entirely without 
foundation, 

Neither did J at any time receive notice because I undressed on 
the dvorstep and hung every separate article of attire on the diffe- 
reut heads of the area railings. 

At few and far between intervals, even as a young man, I may 
have been overcome by the results of extra conviviality. But my 
reason has never entirely forsaken me, 

(One of the most aggravating things about the Old "Un is that he 
always wants to make out that he knows about everything that 
occurred the night before. He gets mixed, though, sometimes, and 
then always believes others to be as bad as himself. He did not 
remember the other morning that the night previous he had tried 
to take the kitchen table upstairs because he took it for Mrs. 8. the 
worse for liquor, and was very irate with her because she would 
gv on all-fours.— MAC again.) 

I lived a quiet life. On fine summer evenings I would sit in my 
window gazing on the sunset and scheming out many plans to 
achieve that celebrity which | have since attained, and which it 
would be false modesty ou my part to deny. Yes! 1 would sit 
quietly at home, 

(Yes! Ma says he'll sit at home quietly enough and nurse the cat 
like a maiden aunt, But let Pa once have a bit of silver in his 
pocket, and then his hat is cocked over his eye, his hands are in his 
pockets—he can’t wait till he gets to the end of the street before 
he'll begin winking at a passing flower girl, and then he dashes up 
to the bar of the “Blue Pig” as bold as Lardi iu her long skirt 
dance,—TOOTSIE.) 

My life in lodgings passed happily. 

(70 be continued next week.) 
— 


“THE TROUBADOUR.” 


His step is light and his smile is gay, 
And he knocks at the castle gate ; 

“Tet mein! let me in, good Jess, | pray, 
For the hour is growing late ; 

And | have a song for the ladye fair, 
A lay for each gallant’s ear ; 

For the bell in the chapel chimeth there, 
And the troubadour tarries here.” 


He stands in the vaulted castle hall, 
And his theme is all of love, 
As he sings to the sweetest maid of all, 
As fair as the stars above. 
And the gallants list, but they never guess 
What meaneth the minstrel’s lay, 
For the mirth rings loud, and the cup goes round 
In the troubadour'’s name to-day. 


Ere break of morn, when the world is still 
And the moonlight fades on high, 

There's a youth and a maid who have cross‘d the hill 
Beneath the silent sky. 

They have plighted troth, and their steeds are fleet ; 
They will wed ere noon to-day— 

* For love's sweet song is than all more strong,” 
So the troubadour sings for aye. 


———__-__— 


THAMES FISHERMEN. 


‘TWAS on a recent sunny ideal June afternoon that half 2 dozen 
ardent old Thames fishermen met in the coffee room of the “ Gentle 
Grubber's Retreat,” that hostelry at Ouseley, so well known to all 
good piscators, 

“What a rum case that wer’ in Sunday's People ‘bout the fellow 
ploughin’ up a carp in the bottom of an old disused pond !” said 
one of them, as he drained his tankard and Jaid back on the seat 
smacking his lips, 

“A-ah!” assented the landlord; “and the carp alive, too, 
wonderful to say!” 

“The carp is singularly tenacious of life,” coolly chipped in a 
luxurious young gentleman from Walton. “I remember once 
catching a basket of carp and bringing them home. Soon after 
reaching my little ‘drum,’ | was called away and forgot all about 
them, and that basket of carp remained in the stable for five days. 
When at last I returned, 1 found every fish alive and strong as 
when caught.” 

There was a chilly silence, but it did not deter a Shepperton 
Ananias, 

“Nothing very remarkable,” he drawled. “A big eel that I once 
caught in the Long Water at Hampton Court knocked spots off 
your earp. T took it home, but my landlady wouldn't have it in 
the house, There are two Alderney cows in a meadow at the back, 
and—" 

“Great Izaak! what have Alderney cows to do with an eel, jI 
should like to know?” 

“Just what I'm coming to. As I said, I pitched Mr, Eel into the 
meadow and the following week both my cows went dry. ‘Hullo!’ 
snid J, ‘some of my thieving neighbours have been milking these 
cows in the night,’ and I resolved to sit up that night and watch, 
for it's a dastardly thin to go and milk a man's cows that he 
has _ 

“Never mind reflections, Goon with the yarn.” 

“No yarn at all, boys. [sat up inthe meadow that night, and, 
just about midnight, when the moon was high in the heavens, | 
saw that eel rise out of the grass and fasten on to the udder of one 
of those cows. He sucked and sucked, and when he'd sucked one 
cow dry, he took a turn at the-——" 

But the young man from Shepperton did not finish the relation 
of his experiences, It is discouraging to a narrator to find his 
audience has bolted. 
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A COUNTERFEIT PRESENTMENT. 


> 


Nova thousand miles, nor vet athonsand vards, removed from one 
of London's busiest of busy thoroughfares is a house covered, trou 
coping to base- 
ment, with adver- 
tisement boards. 
These boards 
being used to 
advertise articles 
which those liv- 
ing in the street 
could never, in 
the course of an 
average existence, 
alford to | pur- ~ 
eluse, the ques 
Clot must teats 
rally arise, whit 
on earth, and on 
such a portion of 
it, can be the 
good of these ad- 
vertisements ! 

But old) Amos 
Flintstone, the 
landlord of the 
houses on this 
side of the way, 
has let it to the 
advertising 
agents very 
cheaply, and so, . 
perhaps, this may 
nccount = for its 
condition, 

A | gentleman 
called upon Amos at his ofices one day, who want. d permission 
from Amos to go over his houses, ’ 

* There's a counterfeit coin job in operation,” he said, “and [have 
& presentiment that the workers are renting one of your hov—that 
is, houses.” ‘ 

“You are welcome to spy about my property if you wish,” 
politely returned the landlord, “but Tdon't think youll drop across 
any of the plant among my tenants.” é 

“All eminently respectable, | presume 2" 
a smile, 

Amos winked and answered, “ Quite so.” 

The landlord then called his daughter—a pretty girl of eighteen. 
with a neat figure and an abundance of dark Inshes to her 
darker eyes —and told her to conduct the detective to his 
property. 

“ Be careful you don’t Jet him into Number Nine. Tell him it's 
uninhabited, and 
that 1 simply let 
it to the adver- 
tising agents.” 
This) the land- 
lord — whispered 
to the girl as she 
was leaving with 
the “gentleman 
from Scotland 
Yard.” 

In about an 
hour the two re- 
turned to the 
otlices, 

“LT should like 
to look over that 
house you ndver- 
tise on,” said the 
“tee.” to Amos, 

“You wouldn't 
do any good) by 
going there,” 
said) old Flint. 
stone, “But you 
could yo, with 
pleasure, if Thad 
the keys.” 

There was 
something in the 
landlords) man- 
her that) roused 
the suspicions of 
the detective; 
but he said nothing, except, “Good afternoon.” 

The next day a bill-poster went to the strange house and renewed 
an advertisement relating in complimentary terms to somebody's 
watches. Having finished the job, he left the ludder he had used 
standing against the boards, saying he would want to put up some 
more bills in the mornin. : 

In the morning the man returned, but it was not to put up bills ; 
nor did he choose a period of the morning when it would be likely 
that anyone save himself would be about. It was near upon 3 AM., 
and the night wasa stormy one, when this man crept cautiously up 
the ladder, and, arrived somewhere near the top, took some tool 
from his pocket and silently bored a hole in the boards before him, 
A thin streak of light shone from the hole when he drew his instru- 
ment out. He put his eye close up to the boards and looked into 
the room, He sawaman pouring something, which looked like 
melted metal, into 
a row of little 
moulds on the 
long table before 
him. 

“That's good 
enough,” said the 
“tec.” to himself, 
as he descended 
the ladder and 
joined a party of /- 
plain clothes men 
and a few uni- > 
formed gentlemen 
who were waiting ¢ 
at the corner of 
the street, and 
who now went 
back to the house 
with him for the 
purpose of making 
arrests, 

But they were 
only destined to 
make one arrest, 
and that was of 
a street hawker 
of sweets, who 
was occupied in 
manufacturing 
chocolate - drops 
when he wasseized 
and carried off to 
Wine Street. ; F 

It was an artful fake of the landlord, and put the police off the 
track for some considerable time: but one night the whole gang, 
Amos Flintstone at their head, was seenred, and what they were 
discovered manufacturing at the period of their arrest: were net 
chocolate-drops, but counterfeit coin. 


“Don't let him into Number Nine.’ 


said the detective, with 


#7 PARCEL POST 
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Loui ed into the 


Manufacturing chocvlate drops. 


SAILING INTO “PORT” 


ale * 


\ 


She. Do you think it will keep off the—er—horrid 
& sensation ? 

He. Yes, dear, 

She. Weill, just one more glass, please. 


BY THE SAD SEA WAVES. 
* Don't the gals admire my haristicratic hair!" 


4° Miss Sloper will he delighted to receive photographs from thuse 
of her friends whose portraus have not yet been inserted. 4 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


The interview on this occasion was in operatic form. An apartment in Prince's 
Chambers, Precadilly, Enter DON GIOVANNI Rossi, valet (0 the CHEVALIER SCOVEL, 
and A, SLOPER, Kecitative. DON G. “Sire, the Chevalier will be here anon, Exch 
moment I expect him back. Upon—(1)—the barbed steed he takes his morning ride, 
In that fair park denominated Hyde But, sire, my conquests with the sex give 
heed while I relate.” A. SLOPER. * I, too, have loved—proceed."——( 2). Bujfo song. 
DON GIOVANNI. “ There's Kate and Sue, and Nelly, too, and Flora, May and Flossy ; 
there's Eva, Bell and Jane, as well, all love their little Rossi. With his hair so glossy, 
his air so sossy. They one and all, the short, the tall, proclaim their Rossi, dossy,” etc. 
At conclusion, A, S. “Excellent! your ditty reminds me of one you may not have 
heard before. Listen!” (Clears his throat and is about to commence, when the sound 
of hoofs 1s heard without.) DUN G, “'Tis the Chevalier!" Orchestra (by the Eminent), 
Rum-te-tum, Don G. “He has returned.” Orchestra. Tum-te-tiddle-liddle-liddle- 
liddle-lum,——(3). During which enters THE CHEVALIER SCOVEL tn riding suit, 
THE CHEVALIER. “Whom have we here?" Orchestra. Te-rum-de ra-li. TUE C. 


Miss VESTA VICTORIA. 


“Re still, my anguished heart, be still!" --7he Dook Snovk. 


“Ye gods, what grace! what perfect, peerless beauty !" 
—Lord Bob. 


“Oh, beanteous maid, a life's devotion'’s yours!" 
—The Hon. Rilly. 


No. 244. 


(1) Itis proclaimed from the mountain top that McNab is betrothed. . Fur he Las been seen guing about in a dejected state. 


REDUCTION ON TAKING A QUANTITY. 
“What, they buard and lodge you for ten bob a week?" © Yes, my boy; 
you see, they make a big reduction—I am such a goud advertisement, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE CHEVALIER SCOVEL. _ 


(Saturday, July 23, 1892 


“Ma calls me forward becanse | 
wink at the men, That may be s,, 
but I should be very backward were 
1 not well up in the art of winking.”"— 
Extract from Letter of Young Lady. 


N. 


(crescendo). “Who have we here?" Orchestra, Ta-re-de-de-dum, Concerted. THE 


Cc. “What man is this, Giovanni—tell?" Don G. “Oh, sire, he said he knew you 
well.” A. S, (disconcerted), “ Alas! unhappy I! Confusion! Chevalier, pardon this 
intrusion,” (THE CHEVALIER threatens him with huntina crop.) —(4). Aria. A. 
SLOPER. “ My three hairs stand erect with fright!" (7o‘THE CHEVALIER.) “Put 
up year crop, I'm all submission, I undertake all will be right when I have ex- 
plained my mission. (//oes so satisfactorily —(5)—and THE CHEVALIER, hariny 
retired and changed his costume for an appropriate one, enlightens A. SLOPER tn sony, 
commencing,“ A chevalier I of France, of Italy, of Spain,” the Eminent conducting 
with his umbrella, and when TUR CHEVALIER alluded to his nationality, the Wreck, 
not having a Star Spangled Banner about him, shakes out the folds of the aforesard 
gingham and proudly, and with much enthusiasm, waves tt over his head ; and when the 
sony describes how: the celebrated tenor had ridden with the Cowboys 1n Jar Teras, he 
mounts tt like a gee-gee and with much energy gallops round the room. The whole con- 
cluding with drinks, a yrand finale in prarse of sparklinag wine, and—CURTAIN, 


RUMOURS OF MtNAB’S MARRIAGE. 


(3). When, startled into an explanation by MeParritch, he said. “ Marriage be lubstered, 


it’s because I hevna had a feight for twa wonths and me liver disna work." 


Saturday, July 23, 1892.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


mg LLIN” WISIBLY . 
: : 
SOLLY . mayen -newve? 


Urbearable -Greasmen’s. 


(aga 


i \ 
Pans [| 


| 


\ 


J 


ALY 
AY 


AW 
AN 


og be Mone -Blane- 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


The old firm, gentlemen! the old firm! Walk up, please, walk up! Never mind bothering | Although ‘twill bea fight, I trow :—Crucl it wa i ind 
1 entle: , > A Crue 8 to thus ill 00 — 
apes Se General Election, Vote for your old friend the Sloperian Showman, and stick to him, To Harpaw's infinite telight, Their batsmen easily win the ship balip ag obo “Dh. ca acer 
ie ean Hq do better. Now then, please, business :—The German Bill tries all his might The genial | no! This sort of madman we all know, What price another General Election before another twelve 
ae te affright :—To tote again he'll p'r'aps survive, Although he is now ninety-five :—This months has expired? “lis almost a certainty. About three to one on, I should say, Then will 

aceitent with horrors tilled The world, for twenty-six were killed :—The G.O.M. is swelling now, | come the tug of war with a vengeance—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


DID THEY TAKE HIM FOR A JUGGINS? 


Wj" 
W484, 
MD, , y YI 


Oy! 


ON THE SANDS. 


“Say, guv'ner, what do yer call that?" “A water colour, 
my boy." “ Put a bit more spirit into it next toime, and call it 
un Trish and worter colour,” 


FORGETTING THE WORLD. 
(Also the tide, fast coming in.) 
Angelina. I could stop here all my life. , 
Edwin, So could I, with you, darling. 
(And yet he inwardly curses because he has to stop there 
six hours with only one cigarette. 


“a E 
ae vip 
| ! | Un — 
. | ; A 
A v i. P Cyclist. I've only had it a twelvemontl; it's called the 
oa GOOD SPECIMEN. " | we . poeamatio.tyre. 
is mentee eae am willing to admit that women ie Local Yokel. Ah, young feller, wait till you've had the screw- 
matics twenty years, you'll be toired enough of it by then, I 


Mr. Talthe 

Are vur et ct ay 

Miss Bie an mentally, but not physically—not physically, > nr . A Bs ; : 
bd “ What ? go wowing in my new boating flannels? Well, that's asking wather too much, don'tcherkuow. } assure ye. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—~— 


ALL lovers of animals—indeed, all those capable of being ani- 

mated by a single spark of compassion, must view with satisfaction 

the newspaper fe- 

ports of the salu- 

tary sentences of 

imprisonment 

pissed recently 

upon three rafiians 

uyninst whom 

charges of — the 

most shocking 

cruelty to the 

dumb and defence- 

Jess crentures 

under their control 

were conclusively 

proved. In all 

three instances we 

believe the cases 

were — conducted 

on behalf of the 

Society for the 

lrevention of 

Cruelty to Ani- 

mals, an_ institu. 

tion which, by its 

splendid organiza- 

tion, its indefati- 

gable labours, has 

done so much 

towards stamping out a once erying evil. For too long 2 period 

the infliction of a fine upon the offenders has been considered an 

adequate punishment ; but now that the magistrates, at last awake 

to the fact that this course is in many cases practically no punish- 

ment at all, have taken to inflicting terms of imprisonment upon 

the cowardly scoundrels charged with maltreating in many in- 

stancesa nobler, truer and more intelligent animal of God’s creation 

than themselves, we may reasonably hope for a rapid decrease in 

the number of cases which weekly figure in the charge sheets of 

the varions police courts and remain a blot upon our boasted 
civilization, ss 
s 


Weare in receipt of a little yellow coloured pamphlet, entitled, 
“Cocoa as a Beverage.” Up to the time of going to press we have 
not found time to peruse it, but look forward to doing so with 
much anxiety. The virtues of cocoa as a chest protector, a fire- 
sereen, or an overmantel ornament are so well known that this 
latest discovery of the new use to which the preparation can be 
put is certain to be regarded everywhere with very considerable 
interest, -* 

* 

A CONTEMPORARY informs us that as the Sultan of Turkey is com- 
pelled by the laws of the State to take into his harem upwards of 
three hundred wives, he is more to , 
he pitied than anything else, Well, 
there, now, we always were under 
the impression that the gay old 
Sultan was a very lucky dog, and 
try all we may, we cannot work 
ourselves into a proper pitying 
mood, Turkish loveliness must be 
a very inferior article to the English 
ditto, Pees 

= 


SEVERAL correspondents: have 
written to us asking whether A. 
SLOPER feels capable of settling 
the Irish question, Why, certainly, 
of course he does, — Hampers con- 
taining bottles of Irish should be 
addressed to A, SLOPER, “The 
Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet 
Street, with the words “To be 
forwarded,” in the right hand 
corner, ee 

* 


No sooner has Prince Bismarck 
ventured to emerge from the retire- 
ment to which he had been con- 
signed by his fellow-countrymen 
than he is greeted with columns 
of scurrilous inatter from the Press 
and with derision by the Public. The 
Emperor is among the most bitter 
of his opponents, going so far as to threaten him with the law, 
and this to the founder, the creator of Germany's greatness. Truly 
the Germans are an ungrateful race, Prince Bismarck is no friend 
to England; but Englishmen are lovers of fair play, and one and 
all will join with us in condemning the conduct of the Prussian 
people. * 

s 


AT the time of writing Tories and Liberals are running a neck 
and neck race. It is more than possible that a dead heat may be 
the result of the contest. Under these circumstances, perhaps it 
would be just as well, in order to avoid gnother General Election, 
for the two parties to toss up in order so see which of them shall 
form the Government of the country, This suggestion will perhaps 
commend itself to the minds of Gladstoneand Salisbury. The idea 
is undoubtedly a great one, and is worthy the head of the House of 
SLOPER, 2 

* 


The Private Secretary has been revived at the Comedy, and 

once agua Loudouers ure afforded the opportunity of witnessing 

one of the funni- 

est and probably 

the most suc- 

cessful farcical- 

comedy ever 

produced— 

an opportunity 

which we feel 

assured few 

members of the 

pine Rong pubis 

will neglect. Of 

all the talented 

band whose 

names were as- 

sociated with 

the wonderfully 

lengthy run of 

the piece only 

little Mr. Penley 

resumes his 

original —imper- 

sonation, ers 

haps it is the 

lapse of time 

which is chiefly 

accountable, but 

he seems droller 

even than of 

yore. Mr. Harold 

Constable, — Mr. 

lobb Harwood, Mr. Sam Sothern, Miss Violet Armbruster, Miss 

Nina Boucicault and Miss Caroline Elton, however, all do good 

work in their respective parts, so that, altogether, vou see The 

Private Seretary looks like holding his present situation for 
some considerable time, 


THose Londoners who are ignorant of the numerous beneficial 
elects that are to be derived from a sea voyage will do well to 
patronize the splendid vessels 
pluced at their disposal by the 
General Steam Navigation Co, 
This company are running 2 
capital service of steamers to 
Margate and Ramsgate and 
Yarmouth daily, and when we 
sny that their rate of convey- 
ance is far less than that 
charged by the railway com- 
panies, the public will at once 
see the advantages to be gained 
by travelling by this route, 
The fair sex generally are, of 
course, rarely enraptured with 
the idea of a sea voyage, but in 
this case their views may be 
moditied, for the steamers in 
question, besides being replete 
with every modern con- 
venience, are among the most 
steady of their kind. Under 
these circumstances not even 
the most delicate need fear the 
result of a voyage in one of 
these vessels. ae 


s 
THE Age Worn Structure has _ 

this day been graciously de- 

lighted to confer the * Award 
of Merit” upon the Hon, G, 

RK. Disss, because he's the 

popular premier of New South Wales, “Feyther,’ hazarded the 
3lue Orbed Colonial, “1 should very much like to know the reason 
of this latest freak of yourn, It strikes me somewhat forcible as 
you're a-tryin’ to propitiate the Honorable in case England's made 
a bit too ‘ot for you, and you have to slope to the colonies—we all 
know you're so bloomin’ artful that——” But at this stage a sud- 
den interruption occurred, and thirty seconds later the a, yagi 
were wondering whether, all things considered, they onghtn’t to 
write to the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children, 


Ld 

Now that the actual polling is all over, and as soon as we have 
settled down again into something approaching an everyday 
groove, some enterprising journal may, perhaps, manage to finda 
corner for a few of the big gooseberry stories which have been for 
some weeks past simply wasting their sweetness in unwonted ob- 
scurity. The sea serpent, wise in his generation, made his appear- 
ance and got his round of applause much earlier than usual this 
year, an example which the poeberrs would, no doubt, have fol- 
lowed, had not the season of the year prohibited him from being 


anything more than a very undeveloped specimen at the time. 
= 


RABBITS are overrunhing Queensland to such an extent as to 
become almost a plague, and the authorities, we hear, are at their 
wit's end to dis- 
covera method by 
which to get rid 
of the pests, In 
fact, a large re- 
ward is being 
offered for the ex- 
tinction of bunny, 

a reward of sufhi- 
cient magnitude 
to enrich the reci- 
pient for life. Is 
it not strange that 
under these 
circumstances a 
body of our 
Metropolitan 
police do not 
volunteer for ser- 
vice? Robert's 
partiality for rab- 
bits, especially in 
the shape of pie, 
is well known, 
and he should be 
as much at home 
in the midst of the 
Queensland bun- 
nies as he is in 
the kitchen of his 
favourite London 
cook, Surely the Colonial Government have overlooked this fact. 
s.¢ 
s 

ONCE again the delights of the seaside proved unequal to the 
counter attractions of a big in town, and on Friday, July 8th, the 
Tottering Tripper borrowed the price of a third return and ran upto 
the metropolis in order to be present at Prof. Leon's Horse Taming 
Exhibition at the Aquarium, The professor applied his famous 
system to the fiery untamed steed who draws the family barouche, in 
order to cure it from shying, with what success remains to be seen. 
His endeavour to induce the Eminent to mount @ particularly 
spirited animal, however, didn’t come off. SLOPER was afraid of 
doing this himself, oe 

s 


PERHAPS it is the excitement consequent upon the elections, 

rhaps the hot weather, probably the combined effect of the two; 

ut. whatever the cause, the fact 
remains that the theatres, with 
very few exceptions, are doing 
dreadfully bad business, and the 
faces of managers thereof are 
rapidly assuming lengthy propor- 
tions, whilst visions of bank- 
ruptcy float before their eyes and 
disturb their slumbers by night. 
On the other hand, the music 
hall proprietor is having his 
innings and scoring largely. 
From almost every variety hall 
comes the news of “full houses 
nightly"; and we have it upon 
the authority of one of the most 
charming damsels who dispenses 
cooling drinks in one of the West 
End “halls,” that if the audience 
which nightly assembles there is 
not as thoroughly appreciative 
of the excellent entertainment 
provided as it ought to be, it is, 
at all events, a very thirsty, and 
consequently a very paying one. 


44. 


* 

CLARKSON, the Wellington 
Street Wig-ist, is awfully cock-a- 
hoop just now over a letter he 
has received from Sarah Bern- 
hardt. With tears in his eyes he 
begged ALLY, the other night, 
overa“twocold”’ atthe “Albion,’ 
to publish Sally's letter word for word, so here it is: “July 3rd, 
1892,—Monsieur Clarkson, — Je vous remercie pour l'admirable 
perruque que vous m’avez fait pour Cléopétre ; j'en suis si con- 
tente que je vous en commande de suite deux autres semblables,— 
SARAH BERNHARDT," 


[Saturday, July 28, 1899. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTSs, 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING JULY 30TH, 1892, 
4 

24th July, 1828.—A singular phenomenon occurred j, 
Wolverhampton this afternoon, At four o'clock,a mass of elety,, 
tluid descended the chimney of a parlour at the “Noah's Ark {11)). 
bringing with it a couple of bricks, and filling the room wit) 
aalphures smoke ; it escaped in a moment into the open air |, 
forcing two panes of glass out of one window, and a complete 
casement out of the other, some of the lead of which was mej).,) 
Several gentlemen were sitting in the room, who fortunate), 
Giataingal no injury. , 


26th July, 1868.—The following cutting is from anewspay, 
of this date :—“ During the last three or four days the leary,.] 
Judge and the Bar have been sitting without their wigs, and, j:, 
opening a case, Sir R, Collier called attention to the innoyatj.,, 
and apologized for not ap ing in full forensic costume, }j,. 
lordship said he had set the example of leaving off the wig jn 
consequence of the unprecedented heat of the weather, av j,,. 
iiought there were limits to human endurance. Sir KR. Co)|i,. 
expressed a wish that this precedent might be generally follow, 
and hoped that the obsolete institution of the wig was coming ,, 
an end.” a: 

26th July, 1857.—Charles Bender, for thirty years “Cail 
boy" at Covent Garden, died this day, aged forty-four, 


27th July, 1888,—Action was preferred against a surgeon at 
St. Thomas’ {iospital, London, by the’ railway refreshment 
contractors of Paddington, Chester, and elsewhere. Plaintins 
alleged that defendant entered the refreshment rooms and declined 
to eat a sausage, roll, which he declared was stale. Plaintin,’ 
manager asserted that it was quite fresh. Defendant, however, 
went on to the office of his brother, who was Town Clerk of 
Birkenhead, and from there telegraphed the inspector of nuisane+s 
at Chester: “ Please examine sausage rolls, refreshment rooms, ut 
station. Bad meat. Will write to-night.” And in consequence 
of that telegram the sausage rolls left at Chester were seized by 
the authorities, who examined them and found them all wholr- 
some. The jury found a verdict for one farthing damages, aud the 
judge directed each party to pay their own expenses, 


28th July, 1458.—Among the highest sums ever paid for 

poetical composition must be inclt .d the 6,000 golden crowns, 
given by the citizeus of Venice te vacopo Sannazaro, the Italian 
poet, who was born this day, for his eix eulogistic lines on their 
city, thus translated by John Evelyn, author : 

“ Neptune saw Venice on the Adria stand 

Firm as a rock, and all the sea cc smand. 

*Think'st thou, O Jove,’ said he, * Rome's walls excel ? 

Or that proud cliff whence false Tarpeia fell ? 

Grant Tyber best, view both, and you will say 

That men did those, gods these foundutions lay,’” 


jaca dma Se damiaoalieceaditelieiiaats A. eipbatatee Sinko eS 

29th July, 1644.—Maffeo Barberini, Pope Urban VIII., who 
died this day, erected an hospital for the benetit of decayed poets, 
and called it “The ketreat of the Incurables,” intimuting that it was 
equally impossible to reclaim the patients from poverty or poetry, 


80th July, 1805.—The London Docks were opened on this 
day. One of the celebrated wine vaults of the London Docks is 
nearly seventeen acres in extent. 


MR. SLOPER LOSES HIS MEMORY. 

WHEN the Tottering Wreck, having hobbled from deck 
To saloon, on the steamboat, procured 

A bottle of Bass, he was pestered, alas ! 
With a “ Please to remember the steward !"" 

When at Margate A.S. asked what time the express 
Left for Cliftonville Station, “ A quarter 

To three,” said the chap, then, while touching his cap, 
Added, “ Please to remember the porter!" 

When a feed he'd put down at a diggings in town, 
Where for hungry men’s “innards " yaey cater, 

He was dazed and dismayed, while his debit he paid, 
With ao “ Please to remember the waiter!" : 
When the Mound takes a trot he would care not a jot 

If the mud at the crossings were deeper 
Than the Caspian Sea, yet tormented is he 
With a “ Please to remember the sweeper !" 
“I'll be kind to young folk,” says the Bountiful Bloke, 
And, indeed, it’s a laudable motto, 
So, whene’er he goes out, all the juveniles shout, 
“ Will yer please to remember the grotto?” 


And the Fossil has found that of many a bright pound 
The remembering dodge has bereft him, 
So he means to obtain—and, where’er he may go, 
To the “ please-to-remember-me" people to show— 
A physician's certificate, letting them know 
‘hat his memory's utterly left him. 


——_-—__—__ 


TRUE, TRUE TILL DEATH. : 

SKE had tired, evidently, of his procrastination and boorish 
habits, and incontinently “chucked” him. It may even have been 
that she had hooked a igger fish ; but, whatever the “howevrr. 
he had been told never to presume to address her again, and that, 
as all ardent swains will admit, is—well, it’s a bit rough, isn't Il. 

One can stand the ‘orty and indignant, up to a certain pitch, but 
the “houtside” hurts. 1 

"Twas on the third morning after she had hissed her last words 
at him in the avenue of the Horticultural, that a dapper little 
District Messenger pulled the bell of her door in the Bayswater 
flat and handed her a letter, which he said he had been told to 
place in no other hands than her own. 

“My OWN, OWN ETHEL,—You have spurned me, but T cannot 
live without you. You love another—who advertises his love fr 
you in the Duily Telegraph. But let that go. My dreams ave 

ust, and I have taken poison. 1 feel it beginning to work. As 
you peruse these lines, rigor mortis will come to one who 7 
anxiously awaiting it. Ere you could pen or pencil an answer 
shall be stiff and cold. But I only ask that you will one is 
and shed a tear—one of those sweet crystal tears of love of te 
days gone by—over the tomb of 

“In life, as in death, yours, 

“Go,” said the maiden, with an imperial wave of the 
the boy, as she rended the screed in fragments, “Git. 

“ But the answer, miss?” 

“There is no answer: he who sent you is dead !" 

“Oh, lor’, no. miss. I've got to meet him with your ans 
outside the ‘ Duke o’ Vellin'ton,’ in the Strand, in ten minutes - 


CHARLES.” 
hand to 


” 
e ewer 


THE BIRTHDAY. ; ee 

How could he be expected to remember his wife's birthday? ae 
Scott! hadn't he enough to think of—what with three Os 
Cou.. Judgments hanging, like the sword of D——ocles, over i ae 
voted head, to say nothing of what he'd left owing at crags are 
ha she lost her sweet angelic temper just because her birthday 
had been looked over! 

“What did you expect I should give you?” he asked. i ot 

“ Well—er—I don't know,” replied the little witch, “I'll te! iS i 
what I want. A grey feather boa,a pair of diamond ear Tints. « 
dressing-case that I'll show you up in Fisher's window, ® bay porn 
that King iu Piccadilly will let me have for three huudred, a 

“Yes, yes; but you must hang your stocking up.” 

“ But I thought that was only for New Year's Eve.’ 

“Oh, no. Hang your stccking up.” 

“ And if I do, will you buy—?" rial 

“You hang it upas I've told you, T'll fild it for you, even VY 
rave to chuck the blessed pony‘s stable’ and a full sized thew 

oat in!" 


Saturday, July 23, 1892.] 
TRUE GUILD-Y CREATURES. 


ree asv Guild, for the promotion of proper politeness, is the 
LA Courtesy Gulld, fo lates invention.) 


La politesse 
in these our 


days 

Will every- 
where be 
viewed ; 

We all are 
going to 
mend our 
ways 
An never 
more be 
rude. 

‘Tis by this 
news we 
have been 
thrilled 

That all may 
join the 
Courtesy 
Guild! 

Cabbies_ will 
charge but 
legal fares 
And raise 
their hats 
when paid ; 


a —— 


4, ‘ VE 
Neer pape ) 


an 
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° Guilder? : C 
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And Costers will forbear to swear 

In pastime or in trade. 
Land-grabbers will be with goodwill filled 
When they have joined the Courtesy Guild ! 


Now, some M.P.8 behave like bears ! 
E’en Beadles do the same! 
And (like olus) put on airs, 
But now they cax't for shame! 
Nay, all will be with sweetness thrilled 
When they have joined the Courtesy Guild ! 


A TRYING ORDEAL. 


TuF cheery old gentleman adjusted his gold rimmed glasses and 

: half doubtingly but not unkindly upon the carefully attired 

man who stood before him shaking in his well polished 

toe lace-ups, and making a desperate but, perhaps happily, 

ful endeavour to ee r as though a proposal of marriage 
amatter of at least weekly occurrence with him. 

John,” he said, at length, “you say you love my daughter, 

lo not interrupt me: save all that for Ethel presently,” he 

ed, hastily, as the eager wooer was about to launch into a Bow 

urhapsody, “ You say you love her,” continued the old boy, 

and—er—all things considered, you are a not altogether undesir- 

» suitor, You have, 


iaracter, your disposition 
hat valle: before tt give 
thel to you, before I can 
low her to leave the sanc- 
ary of her home, escape 
‘outthe protecting influence 


ith jthem—in 
r. 
{ bewildered 


en playing into her 
ohn not oul 
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GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 56,—CLARICE CAMERON. 


YE measly mad materialist 
ho ‘mongst your senseless 
selves agree 
That nairy fairy now exists, 
Go, see C. C.! go, see C. C.! 


Ye soulful songsters who require 
A subject for your rhymes, which 
ye 


y 
May write about with pens of fire, 
Go, see C. C.! go, see C, C.! 
Ye artists, who would fain pourtray 
A form in which all graces be 
Embodied in a wondrous way, 
Go, see C. C.! go, see C. C.! 


Ye hypochondriace, mum anil 
glum, 

Why pay for cure a doctor's 
fee? 


Your grief would ‘neath her smiles 
succumb, 
Go, see C, C.! go, see C. C.! 


Ye base detractors, who insist 
Upon it that the great B. P. 

Has ne'er been by an angel kissed, 
Go, see C. C.! go, see C. C.! 

Ye woman-hating Johnnies, who 
Have sworn to keep your faucies 


is : : ree 
warn you— Don't, whate'er ve do, 
Go, see C. C.! go, see CL C,! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 
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THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. _ 


30 PoET’s Roan, HIGHBURY NEw Park, N., June 20th. 
Dear ALLY,—At our City oftice we have an office boy of tender 
years, who almost, if not quite, a your promising offspring— 
Alexander, to wit—in_precosity. have lately caught him using 
the office paper and ink composing verses of an amatory nature, 
The following is his latest attempt :— 
Oh! wouldn't it be jolly 
To be always with my Polly, 
With my arm around my witch's wopping waist ; 
Whilst now and then, to tease her, 
I compress it—that is, squeeze her— 
And say, “'Twill do you good tu be embraced !" 
Cuorus (all together, boys !)— 
Oh! my timid little fawn, 
As I pa my watch in pawn, 
T sigh aud kuow I love you very dear; 
But, though my heart is tender, 
My income's rather slender, 
And your father’s boot is hard, my Polly, dear ! 


He declares this is not a ditty to his Indy love, but isa burlesque 
of the songs as sung by the fascinating serio-comics of the day! 
Judging, however, from his low spirits lutely, and the unusual run 
on the office stamps, 1 should say he was in love. 

Yours truly, HAROLD W. LANE, 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 123.—HE ‘Tries To FIND A RANK OUTSIDER, 


IN the deadliest dead of the deadlong night 
He arose from his cosy ' 
And his lady quaked as she marked how bright 
Were his vojeent eyes with a lurid light, 
And shrieked as she listened with wild affright 
To the terrible words he said : 
**1 will be from the scoundrel freed, aha! 
His righteous doom is decreed, aha! 
He has followed too long his career of wrong 
But I'll wallow to-night iu his bleed, aha!” 


Then the Blissville Seraphs their arts combined 
To arrest the Old Man's career ; 
And Tootsie's fair arms were around him twincd, 
And the Azurine Oculared Babelet whined, 
And the Twins in a dolorous key repined, 
But the Kminent’s voice rose clear : 
“ Recede, ye varlets! recede, aha ! 
Prevent not my valorous deed, aha! 
I have only one foe in the world below, 
And I'll wallow era long in his bleed, aha!” 


And anon, in his glittering armour dight, 
From his peaceful domain he fled, 
And, by night and day and by day and night, 
He wandered through London e mnped for fight ; 
And still in his eyes was that baleful light 
As he uttered his words of dread: 
“ He is bad to discover, indeed, aha! 
But I'm certain at last to succeed, aha! 
And no mercy I'll show to my one sole foe— 
1 will polish him off with speed, aha!" 


But at length, grown weary and much o’erwrought, 
He fell in a street on his face, 
And a constable raised him with kindly thought, 
So he told the policeman for whom he sought, 
And, “To be in your bed,” said the slop, “you ought, 
For you're out on a wild goose chase, 
Yes, yon're sadly mistaken, indeed, aha! 
If you think that you'll ever succeed, nha! 
In your search for a bloke who's so much of a moke 
That he don’t your HALF-HouIDAY read, aha!" 


——$»= 


BLESS HER! 


SHE wants to hang a picture on the wall. She getsa nail anda 
hammer, and a tall chair to stand on ; then she calmly surveys the 
situation. 

Then she measures the distance, and shakes her pretty head: 
then once again she prepares for action. 

She takes the nail in her left hand, and the hammer in her right, 
and sets to work tapping gently, like the drum accompaniment of 
a musical box, 

Then she Jays herself out for a big blow, raises her arm, and 
strikes—and yells like a captured wild cat being skiuned alive in 
the woods by a chagrined gamekeeper. 

She goes about for the rest of the day with her thumb done up 
in a bread Poulter, and yet—if you wish to win money—safe and 
surer than betting on any horse or boat-race that ever avas invented 
—just make a wager that she has another try at driving that nail 
to-morrow morning, and hits her thumb once aghin on the very 
saine identical spot ! 


—_e——— 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 4.—FroM MAIN TO TRAIN. 


As Londonward exceeding fast 
The seaside trip-train sped, 
The engine driver stood aghast, 
The guard was filled with dread ; 
For someone, somewhere in the train, 
Had jerked the cord with might and main, 
As if, by George ! sume wretch insane 
Were killing someone dead ! 


The driver, quick as thought, applied 
His automatic brake : . 
The guard along the “ six-foot” hied, 
Until, with heart aquake, 
A crowded third class car he reached 
Where thirteen ladies squealed and screcched, 
While all, with faces wan and bleached, 
Like aspen leaves did shake! 


For pistol, knife, or dress aflame, 
The guard looked round in vain ; 
Nor on the seat was any dame 
O'ercome with faintness lain. 
But, though the ladies could not speak, 
He had not very long to seek 
Before he found the cause unique 
Of their affright and pain. 


With baby crabs, a baby boy 
Had filled his pail that day, 

And, with a quasi-angler’s joy, 
Had brought his prize away. 

The pail was placed beneath the scat, 

The captives beat a wild retreat, 

And, crawling round those ladies’ feet, 
Half killed them with dismay ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


DISTINGUISH briefly between The Mountebanks and Miss Little- 
pet of the “ Friv.”: Comic oper-a—a comic ‘oper. 

“Wat's this Titan Soap I read of, Mr. SLOPER?” “The 
Tight-'un's Hope,” answered ALLY, dreamily. “Why. that he may 
get home all right without being sneaked by a copper." 

LABOUR Paradox: When a gaol-bird has done “hard labour” 
many times, the hard labour becomes (s)oft labour, 

A JOAN who never had a Darby : Joan of Arc. 


SLOPER’S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE WICKED WORLD. 


= 
CHAPTER VII. 

THF. offer of a hundred pounds for a deed of murder might, at 
another time, have appeared hardly sufficient in) Marsden's eve, 
and, even as it was, it struck him as little enough: but there was 
ho time to cavil, and his desire to be even with the man who had 
80 summarily 
munished him for 
his interference 
with the Italian 
musician girl, made 
him indifferent to 
the mere consider- 
ation of money. 
The crafty words 
of the seedy 
stranger had suc- 
ceeded in irritating 
him into a stronger 
than usual desire 
for revenge. Had 
the matter been 
less frequently 
alluded to that 
afternoon, he 
might have 
brooded over the 
insult, and might 
have resolved to 
he even with his 
antagonist, but 
hardly to the ex- 
tent of accomplish- 
ing his death, But 
now he _ was all 
atlame, The jeer- 
in f suggestions 
and insinuations of 
the seedy man had 
galled him to the quick, and almost without a thought of the 
smallness of the sum he was to receive, he glanced around him for 
a vearon suitable to his dastardly purpose. 

He had scarcely any at hand. A bludgeon would have suited 
his mind admirably, but no bludgeon was there. Silently he drew 
out an ugly pocket-knife with socket haft, which locked with a 
spring ; then he cautiously felt round about their place of conceal- 
ment for a convenient block of stone. He had suffered too much 
already from an encounter with Milford to risk another without 
being well prepared ; besides he knew well enough that should his 
intended victim escape him this time the result would be franght 
with very serious consequences to himself, and Marsden had no 
great fancy for the summary proceedings of Judge Lynch, At last 
he found what he wanted, and, crouching behind a huge boulder, 
he set his teeth and waited. 

The footstep still approached, but very slowly. The glare of the 
lighted match, with which he had lit his cigar, had dazzled the eyes 


of the approach- 
WA URLAROBNS 
ACNE 


Waiting. 


ing man, and at 

times he lingered 
ANN to gaze outwards 
at the sea, which 
lazily beat upon 
the seashore. Ie 
evidently was un- 
aware that his 
every step was 
watched, He saw 
no one; but, as he 
passed the part 
where the two 
waiting men 
lurked, a crushing 
blow from the 
stone struck him 
on the back of the 
head, and the 
knife was buried 
up to the hilt in 
his shoulder, The 
man staygered for 
an instant and 
then fell without 
a groan, 

Both men 
sprang forward at 
once, as if with 
the intention of 
still further mal- 
treating their now 
powerless victim, but a glance convinced them that there was nu 
more required. The man lay prone, as if dead. 

“That finished him,” said Harailon exultingly ; “IT meant to 
give him a lesson. I guess he won't interfere very often again in 
any of my little private arrangements.” 

“Yes, you've settled his hash,” said the other man; “but how 
shall we dispose of his body?” 

“Ah! | never thought of that!” 

“1 know; we'll scrape a hole in the sand. It is soft, and he may 
lie there long enough without being discovered ; and if he is L 
don’t care, if we are away. Let's clear out his cash.” 

The operation of searching the victim's pockets was speedily 
accomplished, and then the men began to scrape a hole in the 
yielding sand. The work was not one of difficulty as regarded 
laboriousness, but it was one of anxiety that they should not be 
discovered. Diligently they worked at it, and the work was 
speedily accomplished. Then they hauled the bleeding body towards 
the hastily improvised grave, and hastily heaped in the sand. 


The knife was buricd in lis shoulder, 


Hastily heaped in the sand, 


“The tide will soon make that all smooth,” muttered Marsden, 
as they turned and hastily left the scene, 

Their departure was watched by the two staring eves in the 
blanched face of a terror stricken woman, who had been peering 
from behind a rock. 

(10 be continued nert week.) 
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THE “F.0.5." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 265,—-Mrk. WALTER VERNON, F.O.S. 

“Born very early in life, our hero ts supposed to have been 
dug up somewhere in the neighbourhood of breezy Brighton. 
After a lapse of some years, during which he employed himself 
in the very ordinary occupation of ‘growing up,’ we find him 
fooling away his days at the West End Riding School, teaching 
the young idea how to keep their elbows close and their heels 
well down, and his evenings at the Theatre Royal, under the 
management of Mrs, Nye-Chart, nightly receiving tributes of 
admiration from the audience in the shape of brickbats and 
empty ginger-beer bottles, Brighton becoming slightly too 
salubrious for him, he turned his footsteps and his attention to 
the Little Village, and for several years has been making things 
generally lively in the rural district of the Tottenham Court 
Ttoad, Originally intended for the Church, but preferring the 
Bar (saloon entrance), he is well known throughout the best 
circles of Society, in conjunction with the ever charming 
Tootsie's friend, Miss Bel Lorrimer, in their irresistibly comic 
sketches and entertainments. He is a great artist, and paints 
horses like a Landseer, and his picture of the Derby winner 
of 1887, Merry Hampton (J. Watts up), is the gem of the Sloper 
Art Gallery. Always described on the charge-sheet asa good 
all-round man, it was for this reason that he was created F.O.S., 
and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him July 9th, 
1837."—Debrett Improved. 


MEMBERS OF THE MERMAID CLUB. 
Ethel and Maud. The only male member of the club, Fido. 


| \1 \ a 
Null if 1 | 
Niall 


l 
jis | 


PISCATORIAL. 
A Boot Jack 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


WHAT THEY HAVE TO PUT UP WITH. 


ScENE—Margate, Time—Lurly Morning. 


(Saturday, July 23, 1899, 


—___ 


Literary Aspirant, I am far from satisfied with ti. 
sale of my exhaustive work on * The Wisdom Teeth «f 
the Prehistoric Hindoos.” Can you suggest a speuly 
way of increasing my book's circulation ? 

Publisher, Oh, yes, sell the edition to a butterman, 


Alice (just going in to bathe), Oh, Mrs, Muggins, can you let me have a pair of bathing shoes, please? The 


stones hurt one so, you know, 


Bathing Woman, Can I let you have a pair of bathing shoes? Why, of course Ican. There, dearie, do 


you think these will be large enough ? 


[And Alice always prided herself on her small tootsies, only taking a small three shoe, as she 


told all her masculine jriends, 


Ha Wy 
“can 


VERY WICKET PROCEEDINGS. 


A PROUD COMMISSION. 


(1). Chairman of the “ Ballubooze Brotherhood of Fenian Rogtrotters.” “Misther 
Rooney, this matin havin’ heard wid scorrn av the action av the mane spirited Orange 
divils in sindin’ a flag to their base abbetors in England, now marks its sense av grati- 
tude for your moonloightin’ services by inthrustin’ to your care this illigant banner, 
which it will be your honourable though arrduous task to prisint to the chairman av 
the Home Rule matin’ at the ‘ Isle of Dogs’ next wake."——(2). Pat Rooney. “ Begor, 
it’s a proud man Oi am this day! If Biddy could see me now makin’ mesilf a name 
in history wid me beautiful flag !" — (3), “ Begorrah, sorr, it’s mesilf that’s the 


“NOT IN IT.” 


An awkward predicament for Bumpkins. 


GIRLS SLOPER'’S KISSED 


"No. 19,—Cissy. 


trusted agint entoirely. Oi'll be afther dhroppin’ in at all the pubs, betwane this an’ 
London to let them know av it. Shure ‘tisn't often Oi ‘ave a bit o' gude news all 
to mesilf. Moind that, now!" —(4). Unfortunately, Mr. Rooney carried out his 
programme only too carefully, with the result that he got completely fogged as to 
the object of his journey.— (5). And, as he afterwards remarked, “ was afther pri- 
sintin’ the ould omadhaun at the matin’ wid the wrong ind av the flag-pole just bv 
mistake, out of pure divilmint, and raising a bump av astonishmint ou the skull 
av benivolence as big as Vinegar Hill, bedad ! begorrah!" 

Se ae en 


BAR-OMETRICAL OBSERVATIONS.’ 
= 


| WANS eS 


= 


“Fact is, we've been in the sun, old man, aml ve : 
look as if your nose bad been too near the burs of 
got scorched,” — 
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